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THE STRICKEN FIELD. 

BY IDA WHIPPLE BENHAM. 

O fields! O beautiful fields 

The waving woods between ! 
With your golden harvest yields, 

And your grasses soft and green, 
Ye have a right to be glad, 

Caressed by the wind and the sun ; 
But the red field lieth sad — 

Ravished, undone ! 

Red, the sovereign hue, 

Red, the tint of the rose ! 
Red is the day when new, 

And red at its peaceful close. 
But the rose would sicken and die 

With thorns for its only yield, — 
And the crimson blanch in the sky. 

O'er the blood-red field. 

For the pitiless farmer, Fate, 

Ploughed deep with a fiery share, 
And he reaped with the sickle, Hate, 

And he sowed the seed, Despair j 
He sowed the seed Despair — 

He sowed and he reaped in a breath — 
And the crop he gathered there, 

Men call it — Death ! 

Never a flower in bloom 

Leans over that field of strife, — 
The broad plain is one tomb, 

And a flower hath joy and life. 
But the winds pass to and fro, 

And the clouds have been unsealed, 
And the sun, and the winds, and the snow 

Shall cleanse the field! 
Dedham, Mass. 



" ' In the twentieth century ' said Victor Hugo, ' there 
will be no more dogmas or frontiers.' He was doubly 
mistaken. And, speaking of frontiers only, they will 
last as long as the nations whose distinct physiognomy 
and mutual independence they preserve. But it is true 
that the frontiers will be no longer marked with blood, 
and the nations no longer possessed by hatred. Free at 
last from all the Cains, the world will witness the brother- 
hood of men under the fatherhood of God." — Pere Hya- 
einthe. 



THE INJUSTICE OF WAR. 

BEV. H. H. HINMAN. 

One of the most striking manifestations of the intrinsic 
wrongfulness of war is, that while it is always undertaken 
to inflict punishment upon those against whom it is waged, 
yet these penalties always fall on the subordinates and 
never on the principals. For war, unlike the conflicts of 
individuals, is an affair of governments and rulers, in 
which the men who do the actual fighting, who attack 
batteries and give and receive bayonet charges are but as 
chessmen in the hands of the player, who go where they 
are placed, and do what they are bidden. 

There must be an awful responsibility somewhere for 
the scenes of carnage and the unutterable woes of the 
battlefield as well as for those after results of inter- 
national hatred and public and private demoralization. 
That responsibility is doubtless shared in a degree by all 
who willingly participate in the conflict. But surely the 
main, the grave responsibility rests on those who declare 
and who carry on the war, rather than their (often un- 
willing) instruments in its execution. If on either (and 
often, if not always, on both sides) the crime of engaging 
in war with another nation or people, is one that is deserv- 
ing of death, it follows that if any one may justly be 
tortured with shot and shell and left to expire on the 
battlefield, it is the man who conceived and brought abou 
the conflict and the legislators who made the declaration 
and voted the supplies. 

But it always happens that they are sure to escape, nay, 
they are uniformly treated with much consideration, while 
those who are, to say the least, but mere subordinates, 
bear all the dreadful afflictions. No one thinks of the 
members of our American Congress or the British Parlia- 
ment who have voted to send forth armies, as liable to ail 
the moral responsibility and deserving of all the penalties 
that are involved, and yet, as principals in the transac- 
tion, they, if any, are the ones who ought to be torn by 
shot and pierced by bayonets. 

What a travesty on justice it was to slaughter the vast 
armies of Napoleon Bonaparte, while he at whose bidding 
all of Europe was drenched in blood, was simply re- 
strained from war but treated with profound respect. Not 
that mercy is wrong, but that the objects of mercy should 
always be the subordinates rather than the principals. 
The only assumption on which this business of killing the 
citizen for the crime of his government can be reconciled 



